PLATONIC FRIENDSHIP

a courtier and one of a select band whose members were
called 'Marmousets'. He was very ill pleased that the sover-
eign should be like a simpering girl out of a convent and so
completely under the thumb of Fleury, his old 'governess*.
The creature had already spent half his day in bed; he had
rouge on his cheeks and was fluttering a fan. Before long, by
dint of clever teasing and respectful mockery, he had per-
suaded the King to miss a sermon in the chapel and go to a
reception of Madame de Toulouse.

This middle-aged lady was a whited sepulchre; her appear-
ance was one of noble and amiable tranquillity, with its efine
air of sanctimoniousness', as the marquis d'Argenson des-
cribed it. She was socially ambitious. She had longed for some
time to shake this beautiful young monarch out of his apathy
and find him at her feet in mute Platonic adoration. (O Plato,
all unknowing!) She did not cherish ambition of providing
the King with a mistress, as many tongues whispered. Hear-
ing Louis' stentorian yawns, which have reverberated down
to us through the pages of more than one biographer, she
thought to relieve him occasionally of the soporific society of
his excellent but rather tedious wife and make him taste the
refined pleasures of her salon. Surely this would uplift him;
her friends were so far removed from that horrid band of
young lords like Richelieu, for instance, who indulged in the
grosser pleasures of the senses. And her languishing lids
covered her rather hard brown eyes with a secretive droop.

Before long Louis had made himself quite at home with the
Toulouse coterie, not only in their lodgings at Versailles but
also in their sumptuous chateau of Rambouillet. He grew to
love the hunting in the immense park full of wild animals, the
welcome he received, not as from subjects' but as from inti-
mate friends whose only care was to make his little visits
pleasant. He enjoyed the decorously gay, well-bred conver-
sations in which some of the older lords told him fascinating